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The audience roared, hands, and heads rocking back and forth as the band bowed in gratitude. Their bodies 
covered with sweat, and their faces displaying the joy after doing a remarkably good show. The sound was 
good, Jon's voice was good, the guitar solos were amazing, and the audience just seemed to want more, and 


more. 


Everything went perfectly well. 


They start walking off the stage and out of the sight of thousands of overjoyed fans. 


As they walk backstage, Richie eyes Jon's appearance after the show, where exhaustion was creeping in after 
a night of pure exercise, but fuzzy happiness never leaving. Jon's wearing one of those pants that would drive 


anyone crazy, showing his plump perky ass, which was slowly hypnotizing him with the sway of his hips. He 


was wearing a long overcoat at the start of the show, and somehow got lost in between all the jumping and 
dancing, and now he could see the singer's upper body only covered by a crop top that fit him well in all the 
right places, and made it more difficult to not pop a boner. He saw plenty of crop tops on women, but on men? 


None would rock it the way Jon did, and he definitely liked what he was seeing. 


He thought Jon looked ravishing with those clothes, and his messy hair full of hairspray, but less voluminous 
than when they started the show. He unconsciously bites his lips as he glances at Jon's swaying ass once 
more, lust filling his facial features. He just wanted to grab it, and squeeze it, show everyone who's ass that 


was. 


"Man, that was a good show out there!" Richie was suddenly brought from his thoughts to look at Dave, who 
almost screamed at his ear while patting his right shoulder, and interrupted his dirty thoughts. 


"Y-Yeah, man! You were killing it on the piano." This wasn't a lie, Dave was really feeling himself tonight, and he 
did exceptionally well. Dave started laughing shyly. 


"Nah man, you were good. And Jonny, too. You guys set up an extraordinaire spectacle." The last part he said it 


in something similar to an English accent, and it made Richie laugh. 
"Thanks, mate. It's what we do best" He followed along with the accent. 


"| feel like you're confusing the accents, dude." Dave says not able to contain the laughter that arose in his 


chest. 


"You guys are such idiots." Richie, and Dave look over at the owner of the voice, and Richie doesn't have the 
time to protest as he suddenly feels everything around him fade into fogginess and white noise, the only thing 
he could see, and hear was Jon, who was leaning over the doorframe with his arms crossed. He was also 
leaning over his leg, and it made his hip stick out, making his hips look curvier than usual and he felt an instant 
throb in his groin. Then he saw him smiling at him, those beautiful lips curving, and showing a blinding smile, 


his blue eyes sparkling with such beauty it made his heart ache. 


His heart was thumping hard in his ears, and he could see Jon laughing at something, or rather at someone. He 
felt un a complete haze, a smile creeping up on his face as he was still looking at his Jon. Rough fingers on his 


arm make him brake away from his sudden trance, and he then looks at a confused, yelling Dave. 


"Hey man! What happened to you? You high?" Dave was almost pissing himself from laughing as Richie looked 
completely dumbfounded, and he could hear Jon giggling too. 


"What?" "I asked if you're high, man! You zoomed out of existence, jesus, man. You almost scared me." "Oh. 
Sorry, | just." Richie looks over at Jon, and sees him blushing, looking radiant, and cute. "| got caught up on 
something.." Dave then looks at Jon, and then at Richie, and he notices how both are looking back at each 


other. ‘What in the fuck! He thinks confusedly. They looked at each other with love cascading out of their eyes, 
as if they were just thinking how lucky they were to have each other. 


What Dave didn't know is that he was right. 

‘These two seem up to something..’ "Well, guys- um.." He coughs to pull them both out of their weird gazing. 
"We gotta go back to the hotel, | will go get my stuff. You should too, if you don't wanna be left behind" Then 
he walked hurriedly past them, shaking his head at the strange thoughts forming in his mind, and went to look 
for his things. 

Jon then looks at Richie pointedly, so they get going. 


When they get back to the hotel, they go to their respective rooms. Unfortunately, Jon and Richie weren't in 


the same room, but that wasn't much of a problem since they could both sneak into the other's room. 
Praying no one was in the hallway, Jon sneaked his way towards Richie's room, and knocks softly on the door. 
It takes only a moment for the tall brunette to open the door, grab Jon by the hand and lead him inside the 
bedroom. He closes the door quickly, locks it, and turns his full attention towards Jon, who was sitting 
comfortably on the bed. 

Richie sits besides him, and cups Jon's soft cheek in his calloused hand, he smiles fondly, and inches closer to 
kiss Jon dearly after the long wait. The day was long, and he needed to relieve stress, and Jon was the perfect 
person to help him, and being the kind person that he is, he wanted to help Jon relieve all the stress too. 

He sighs contently into the kiss. He smells the fruity aroma of Jon's shampoo - which he liked to bring with 
him because he didn't like the hotel's shampoos- and his musky scent that he could only identify as Jon's. They 
break apart, and remain looking at each other, their foreheads touching. 

"Did you shower, baby?" The guitarist asks softly. 

Jon nods, and moves Richie's head too with the soft movement. 


"Couldn't wait for me?" He grins, his prominent dimples showing in his face. 


Jon blushes, and averts his eyes for a second. "I was all sweaty." He looked very shy all of a sudden, and 
Richie just found him adorable. 


"So what? We all get sweaty during the shows. I've seen you worse." Richie frowns as he tries to figure out 


what was going through the blonde's mind. 
"| was just gross- it's different now.. | don't know.." Jon kept looking away, his shyness still present. 


The truth was that Jon didn't usually care if he was sweaty, or gross whenever any of the groupies hit on 
him, and he would take them straight to bed. He stopped caring once he got laid every day, and all the girls 


didn't even protest or comment on it, if they hated it they pretended they didn't. In fact, they explicitly 
expressed how much they liked that about him. 


He was aware that he was very hairy, and it sometimes made him feel insecure of himself, of what people 
would think of him as a person Appearances shouldn't matter much - was what he always said - because 
being called the "pretty boy" only meant people liked him for his physique on not his music, and he definitely 
didn't like the sound of that. 


He was a musician, not a model, and he wanted the world to know that, and he would make his way through to 


accomplish that with the band. 


That day was one of those days when he felt like he wasn't the most "pretty boy" at all. He felt very self- 


aware, very insecure of his appearance, of his scent, of everything inside, and outside of himself. 


It didn't help the fact that he wasn't having a romance with any stranger, but with Richie, his guitarist, his 


best friend, his brother, and now lover, and "husband". 


"Hey. Look at me." He makes Jon look at him as he cups his cheek once again, and stares at his crystalline blue 
eyes. "You know | will love you however you are. | don't care how sweaty, gross, or anything, I've known you 
for years, and I'm comfortable with you. Just- don't think | won't like you cus of something you do." He then 
kisses a tear running down Jon's cheek tenderly. "And most importantly, don't hate yourself for something like 
that, don't feel insecure. You're beautiful, baby. Even if you weren't, you'd still be so to me. Just- please... don't 
hate yourself for anything like that." He kisses Jon once again with all the love he holds for him. 


He then brings Jon's body closer, and let's Jon's head rest on the crook of his neck. Tiny sniffles follow with a 
whole-body shiver from Jon. He strokes his hair softly, massages his neck and shoulder to ease the tension in 


his tired muscles. 
‘Its fine, baby, let it all out.” He soothes in his gentle voice. 


"l-Im s-sorry. | just w-wanted to look better. | looked horrible, | didn't wanna look like that in front on you." His 
voice quivered and Richie felt a pang in his heart. How could he think that of himself? "I n-never cared, but | 
just feel like | s-should look g-good for you. You have all these women, and even men, swooning for you, and | 
just look like nothing compared to them and-" Richie instantly shushes him, feeling like his heart would break at 


any moment if Jon went on with his hatred towards himself 
"What did | tell you baby?" 

Jon looks up at him with watery, red doe eyes. 

Richie sighs, but smiles slightly, his eyes watery as well. "I told you that you are beautiful, that | will love you 


no matter what. We're basically married, baby. Does that mean nothing to you?" He asks softly, and Jon 
instantly jumps up in defense. 


‘Of course it does, it means everything to me." Richie smiles brightly at hearing that, and pulls Jon in his lap. 


"Then, why do you feel like this, baby? You, little boy-" Jon pouts at being called that, but it just makes Richie 
smile more, and his heart swell with joy. "- are very wrong, because you also have many women, and men 
tryin to get in your pants. But | don't mind cus you're mine, and only mine. You see these lips? Mine." He brings 
their lips closer in chaste kiss. "You see these cute hands? They can only touch me." He brings Jon's hesitant 
hands to his neck. They caress the soft skin dearly. "You see this ass? Mine!" He brings his big hands to Jon's 


ass, and squeezes, making him squeak, and blush. 


A satisfied grin shows on Richie's face as he massages the supple skin of Jon's ass as he kisses the singer's 
Tears away. "So, never tell me again that | have all these people around me, and you do too, because you're the 


only one | can see right now, and the only one | will see for the rest of my life. | love you, baby. My gorgeous 


baby." 
Jon's face was deeply flushed, an embarrassed grin appearing on his face as he brings his hands to cover it. 


"Oh you like that, baby? You're so pretty when you blush, you look adorable. Makes me wanna kiss you, and do 
things to you to make your face even hotter." Said Richie in a deep velvety voice, and Jon could only whimper 


at all the praise being thrown at him. 


"Let me take care of you tonight, baby. Will that make you feel better?" He notices Jon's member starting to 
come to life, and it spark a kind of joy to know what he could do to Jon with only his words. Jon nods, and 
moves his hands away from his face to look at Richie's grinning face. He smiles too, affected by Richie's 
contagious dopey grin. "Well, let's go baby. Let me show you how much | love you." 


Richie then flips Jon onto the bed to start a heated make out session - which lasts longer than they expect - 
and then they make love for the whole night, Richie making Jon know how much love he held for him. 


Meanwhile, at the other end of the door is Dave crouching with his ear plastered on the door as he heard 
everything that happened inside the room. 


‘ That was so sweet, but what the fuck??! Why haven't they told us? And married??! Is that even legal??! 


All these thoughts were going through poor Dave's mind as he was battling against a turmoil of confusing 


emotions. Now that he knew the truth, he didn't know what to do. 


The end? 


